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My days were spent in film work, the nights in
travelling to and from Reading. During the
whole time I existed in a state of cruel uncertainty.
I could not eat much, but kept myself going
with black coffee ; I felt I was at the end of all
things.
As good fortune would have it, the doctor's fears
proved to be unfounded ; the dreaded germ was not
present. Still, three further operations were necessary
before the patient was pronounced free of the poison.
Whether he would recover, said the doctor, depended
on the ability of his constitution to overcome the
horrible weakness with which the ordeal had left
him. The waiting and anxiety of those days were
the most dreadful sensations that I have ever
experienced. Slowly, however, Andre began to
mend, and about Christmas time he was able to
leave for Switzerland to recuperate. I had made
arrangements with his old schoolmaster at Coppet
to take him temporarily.
I can never forget the great and exceptional
kindness of Andre's house-master at Wellington
College, Mr. Trevelyan. He could not have done
more, even for his own child; no trouble was too
much for him, and he himself motored Andre into
Reading the night he was takeii ill, came to fetch me
at the station when I arrived, past midnight,, and
stayed with me at the nursing home until
three in the morning, and this after a hard day's
work.
Just prior to this crisis I had received a letter fxom
Francis de Croisset, who wrote to tell me that Romance
was to be produced at the Odeon in Paris, that is at
the French State Theatre. He was very